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TARZAN, LOOK WHAT'S A HEAP.' 
INTERESTING THINGS IN THE 
WEST/ BUT NOTHING LIKE 
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IF ONE OP THOSE MONSTER 
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-- I'AA A WOODY GORSON 

, RIGHT. AND HfS MEN GOT 
JUST J AWAY.' BUT 
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WIDE OPEN , CUTTING TREES.' 
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:HUNDRED 


THEM ALONG COAAES GORSON 
AND HIS GANG WHO CUT DOWN 
THESE KINGS MERELY FOR. 
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^THEY'RE BUSHWHACKING VE 1 

WOODY GORSON'S GOT AAEh 
PLANTED UP IN THE TREES, 
WAITING FOR YE ' TROUBLE 
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WORLD, REN 
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LIKE A STONE l 
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HIMJ HE'S ALMOST AS SMART 
AS VOU < TARZAN l BUT IS 
HERMAN IN TROUBLE ? 




THIS MUST-BE HERMAN J 

LEANNC C TREE?LEAcfNG 
TO SOME HIDEAWAY' j 
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Blackstone, a sharp-featured individual with 
waxed mustache, raked in the gold and said, 
suavely, “Don’t get your dander up, Chunky. 
It’s the run of the cards. Your luck will change. 
Besides, it isn’t your money you’re losing. You 
know as well as I do that you can write it off 
to rustling and charge it to that simpleton owner 
of the Star Dash. A man who lives in the east 
and leaves his ranch to a foreman like you . . . 
well, what can he expect?” 

“That’s an insult!” exclaimed Chunky. “And 
I think you cheat!” 

A gun appeared in Blackstone’s hand as if 
by magic. It fired. Chunky keeled over, a bullet 
through his heart. 

“That’ll happen to anybody who calls me a 
cheat!” snarled Blackstone. 

Curly saw that the stranger, Throckmorton, 
was about to speak. He rushed to warn him, 
but was too late. Throckmorton said, “But you 
did cheat, you know. I was watching. You 
drew two aces out of your sleeve!” 

^lackstone whirled, gun in hand, ready to 
shoot. The dudish appearance of the stranger 
stayed his trigger finger. He showed his teeth 
in an evil laugh as .he said. "Mister, you’d better 
start praying. You’ve got two seconds to live. 
Npbody can call me a cheat!” 

Throckmorton responded, “Two seconds is 
enough." 

From somewhere inside his tight-fitting coat, 
he whipped a pistol. He shot. He knocked the 
gun from Blackstone’s hand. He held his own 
pistol steady as he said, “Now, Mr. Cheater, 
draw your other gun slowly and drop it to the 

Blackstone drew the other gun slowly. Then, 
quickly, flashed it up and fired at Throckmor¬ 
ton. But the stranger had anticipated the move, 
ducking and diving at the gambler’s legs. The 
shot passed over his shoulder. Then there was 
the impact of body meeting body, and the poker 
table fell with a crash as the two men struggled. 

Throckmorton fired a right fist at Blackstone’s 
jaw and the gambler was down and out. The 
dude rose slowly and looked around. His jook 
was a challenge. Several men in the room were 
Blackstone’s henchmen, but they dared not fight 
this man who had defeated their leader. 


Slowly, Throckmorton backed toward the bar, 
saying, “Curly, whose side are you on?” 

Curly chuckled. “Throck—-I got out my shot 
gun. I was ready to bear down on any hombre 
who tried to get you from the rear! Believe 

"It happens I believe you,” said the dude, 
hoisting himself to a sitting position on the bar 
where he could watch everybody. “Slide out 
the door, Curly, and get the sheriff. Tell him 
Blackstone has just murdered the foreman of 
my ranch.” 

“YOUR ranch?” exclaimed Curly. 

“That’s right,” responded the man in the cel¬ 
luloid collar and the dtide suit. “I am the ab¬ 
sentee owner of the Star Dash. I’m the ‘simple¬ 
ton owner’ they’ve been talking about. But I’m 
not absentee any more, so go get the sheriff!” 

Blackstone was jailed to await trial on a 
charge of murder. Chunky, his victim, foreman 
of the Star Dash, was taken away for decent 
burial. Throckmorton, the stranger, stood at 
the bar, drinking another soda pop. And Curly, 
rubbing his bar rag over a perfectly clean spot, 
said, “Throck, it beats me. I’m puzzled.” 

“I can sum it up quickly,” said Throckmor¬ 
ton. “I was in the east, a dude as you might 
say. I didn’t like the reports that were coming 
from my ranch. But I didn’t come straight 
here. I went to Texas. I learned how to ride 
and shoot. Then I came on here—in disguise, 
you might say—to try to find out what was 
really going on. By the way, I’ll need a new 
foreman. Want the job. Curly?” 

“Me?” exclaimed Curly. “Why, I’m a terrible 
rider, I can’t throw a lasso worth a hang and 
I hardly know a bull from a cow.” 


661? AIR ENOUGH,” said Throckmorton. 

“You concentrate on humanity. You can 
tell me whether I’m hiring good men or not. 
I know you can size up men—you had me sized 
up the minute I walked into this bar. You’re 
my foreman V* . 

Curly was willing. He knew he could size up 
men, even though he had only half sized-up the 
dude stranger. 


THE END 
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HOWDY, PARDS I 
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I RECKON YOU'VE ALL HAD 
ENOUGH / HERMAN AND I WILL 
ROPE^VOU UP NOW FOR THE 
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SMOKE — 

CHOKE 1 


WET LEAVES MAKE 
PLENTY OF SMOKE 


VARMIkIT LIKE A 
* COYOTE OR SKU 
.OR A B ADMAN 
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